A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.                Si

* A boy such as lias been seldom seen among people of
our condition, sir, I can well say/ continued the old woman,
speaking with great animation. ' Oh! why should he have
ever left home? Young people are ever fall of fancies, but
will they ever find Mends in the world they think so much
of, like the father who gives them bread, and the mother
who gave them milk ?'

c My father brought me up at home, and I have ever lived
at home,' observed the old man. c I have ever lived in this
forest, many is the tree that is my foster-brother; and that
is sixty-eight years come Martinmas. I saw my father
happy, and wished no more. Nor had I ever a heavy hour
till Peter began to take these fancies in his head, and that,
indeed, was from a boy this high, for he was ever full of
them, and never would do anything with the axe. I am
sure I do not know how they got there. The day will come
he will wish he had never left home, and perhaps we may
yet see him/

' Too late, too late!' said the old woman. * He might
have been, the prop of our old age. Many is the girl that
would have given her eyes for Peter. Our grandchildren
might have been running this moment about the room.
God bless them, whom we shall never bless. And the old
man now must work for his old woman as if it were his
wedding year.*

'Pooh! pooh! as for that, say nothing,' rejoined Peter;
* for I praise God my arms and legs are hearty yet. And
indeed, were they not, we cannot say that OUT poor boy has
ever forgotten us.'

1 Indeed it is true. He is our own son. But where does
the money come from ? that is the question. I am sure I
often think what I dare not say, and pray God to forgive
me. How can a poor woodman's son who never works
g"ain wherewith to support himself, much more to give